DEFENDER OF DEMOCRACY
haps you were saved so that you might give proof of this."
He was silent and pensive for a while. Then he spoke softly:
" There are artistic natures which are never able to give full expression to their inner dream, and prophets who cannot state the truth they inwardly feel. Throughout my whole life I have been engaged in politics and I should have continued even if no war had come."
"But nobody would have known it for certain," I insisted.
"But I myself knew it."
At these words I was struck once again by the absolute integrity of this man, who always consults his conscience and never the world's acclaim. I now directed his attention to a final so-called accident, on which his whole line of action depended. When he was leaving Austria, in autumn 1914, they held him up at the frontier and would not let him pass. Almost with certainty it can be said that on the fate of that moment depended the to-be or not-to-be of the new State. And so I asked him if in that hour he felt himself guided by the hand of Providence.
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